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seemed, was actually rocking on the flood of
mutable affairs; that its navigator, sick with
anxiety and bewilderment in guiding his home in
the years he did not understand, which his
experience had never charted, was sinking nerve-
less at his helm. For he heard, when his children
did not, the premonition of breakers in seas having
no landmark that he knew; felt the trend and
push of new and inimical forces, and currents that
carried him helpless, whither he would not go,
but must, heart-broken into the uproar and welter
of the modern.

I have been told that London east of the Tower
has no history worth mentioning, and it is true
that sixteenth-century prints show the town to
finish just where the Dock of St. Katherine is
now. Beyond that, and only marshes show, with
Stebonhithe Church and a few other signs to
mark recognizable country. On the south side
the marshes were very extensive, stretching from
the River inland for a considerable distance. The
north shore was fen also, but a little above the
tides was a low eminence, a clay and gravel cliff,
that sea-wall which now begins-below the Albert
Dock and continues round the East Anglian